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And, when their thrift has ruined me in -war,
They call their insolence my want of care

Aben. Cursed be their leaders, who that rage foment,
And veil, with public good, their discontent:
They keep the people's purses in their hands,
And hector kings to grant their wild demands;
But to each lure a court throws out, descend.
And prey on those they promised to defend.

ZuL Those kings, who to their wild demands consent.
Teach others the same way to discontent.
Freedom in subjects is not, nor can be;
But still, to please them, we must call them free.
Propriety, which they their idol make,
Or law, or law's interpreters, can shake,

Aben. The name of commonwealth is popular;
But there the people their own tyrants are.

Boob. But kings, who rule with limited command,
Have players' sceptres put into their hand.
Power has no balance, one side still weighs down,
And either hoists the commonwealth or crown ;
And those, who think to set the scale more right,
By various turnings but disturb the weight.

Aben.  While  people   tug  for   freedom,   kings   for

power

Both sink beneath some foreign conqueror:
Then subjects find too late they were unjust,
And want that power of kings they durst not trust.

To them ABDELMELECH,

Abdelm. The tumult now   is   high,  and dangerous
grown:

The people talk of rendering up the town ;

And swear that they will force the king's consent.
Boa6. What counsel can this rising storm prevent -
Abddm* Their fright to no persuasions will give ear:

There's a deaf madness in a people's fear.